love: I had to walk blindly, as I have been walking
through the darkness of this night, and all the while
he was going about with snares, with dead animals,
with a dead wife, keeping his hand in with Death.

"It is my father."

"What d'you mean, your fatherT

"It's he: a maniac. He was for ever on the watch
in the hope that one day we might become the vic-
tims he had marked down for slaughter!"

The man with the gun took hold of Francois by the
lapels of his wind-cheater.

"And you, I suppose, were the bag? Come along
with me/

"Where are you taking me?"

"To the police station, to give an account of your-
self."

"But my father is a well-known figure in the
district."

With a sharp blow he broke from the other's hold.
The gun fell to the ground at his feet. He ran, not
looking where he was going, across a stretch of open
land where heather grew like tufts of fleece. A shot
rang out, but he was already far away, deep in a little
wood. An enormous walnut tree spread its branches
over him. He could hear the dull thudding in his puny
chest of the heart that was trying to leap from its
cage. Several nuts fell to the ground, their shells
bursting as they struck it. Their bitter smell filled the
wood. He waited for a few minutes, then quietly
made his way back to the road. He had but one idea
in his head, to get into the house where Claire might
have sought refuge. Rain had begun to fall, a misty,
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